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along a dark and narrow corridor to an untidy office of moderate size. A genial little man, with a deeply wrinkled forehead, scanty hair and glasses that slipped down his aquiline nose, looked up from a littered desk, peering at me myopically. He was introduced as Mr. Hurd, the sub-editor, who seemed so pleased to see me that I was taken aback by his spontaneous friendliness.
Subconsciously I put him in the same class as the chorus girls in pantomime who were always smiling and seemed so delighted with their jobs. My immature judgment was wrong. Though it is part of a journalist's stock to appear pleased to meet anybody or everybody, it was no effort on the part of Hurd. I did not then assess the inexhaustible supply of kindliness that welled up in him. Rolling a cigarette, which was his incessant occupation when not smoking the ragged results, he introduced me in a high voice to his chief reporter, one A. H. Clifford Woods. Tall, lean, bespectacled Woods was equally friendly. I reflected with bounding spirits that this was not a bit like school and my tutors were treating me, already, as an equal.
In retrospect I acknowledge deep indebtedness to these two, who took my training in hand so patiently and persc-veringly without the slightest idea of any personal reward. Both escorted me to the various engagements which are the daily round of a local reporter. They developed my latent news sense and taught me selection. Woods, in particular, went over my "copy" carefully with words of praise or criticism. Hurd, wearing out his eyes over piles of ill-written reports, sighing as he "soled and heeled" with scissors and paste and stabbed away with a blue pencil, taught me the rudiments of sub-editing.
This first day also gave me nasty surprises. My first assignment was to accompany Woods to West Ham Police Court, just across Stratford Broadway. As we approached the sinister court buildings I became dimly aware of an atmosphere of woe and depravity. Anxious, slatternly women hung about outside, with a few hard-faced, beery men wearing chokers. We pushed through a crowded anteroom where a stale smell of tobacco, blended with dirty